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EDITORIAL 


Scotland,  The  Big  AwesoMe  Club 


like  rather  than  trying  to  strengthen  our 

country  Wpm  M^thin.   And  then  people  wonder 

?,ts,  ^vhy^oiar  cour^  is  on  the  verge  of  a  complete 

Jolla^aeil'wftjbt  separatist  sentiment  on  the  rise 

'^ri  Quebec  aiid6f|gwhere.  Now  as  the  Meech 

■^'  Xake  period  comes  to  end,  we  are  at  a  veritable 

!  Armageddon.  We  can  an  attempt  to  become  a 

Big  Awesome  Club  at  once  (which  requires  a 

certain  degree  of  exclusivity   to  maintain),  or 

we   can   look   forward   to   an   even   more 

fragmented  country,  a  period  of  political 

unrest,  and  ultimately  the  end  of  Canada  the 


Walking  the  streets  near  Murrayfield 
after  Scotland's  Grand  Slam  rugby  victory  over 
England,  amidst  a  city-wide  choir  singing 
"Flower  of  Scotiand"  so  loud  that  it  echoed  far 
out  into  Edinburgh's  relatively  suburb  free 
outskirts,  with  bagpipes  wailing  all  around  me,  geographical  entity.  The  change  in  attitude 
I  must  confess  that  for  a  moment  I  was  required  concerns  many  aspects  of 
ashamed  to  be  a  Canadian.  I  was  ashamed  of  government  policy  (particularly  concerning 
my  country's  lack  of  any  real  identity  or  imity,  immigration),  but  first  a  change  in  the  way  in 
and  would  have  loved  nothing  more  than  to  which  we  look  at  our  country.  We  can  learn  a 
strap  on  a  kilt,  wave  a  St.  Andrew's  Cross    lot  from  our  neighbours  to  the  south  who 


high,  and  become  a  Scot.  Images  of  the 
multicultural  quilt  of  Canada,  in  the  pursuit  of 
which  we  have  sacrificed  all  hope  of 
developping  anything  truly  Canadian,  began  to 
nauseate  me.  And  then,  suddenly,  it  became 
clear  at  last  what  exists  in  a  country  like 
Scotland  that  is  lacking  in  our  own. 

There's  a  certain  pure  Scottishness  that 
the  average  Scot  carries  with  him.  It  isn't  a 
question  of  blood,  necessarily,  it's  a  question  of 
loyalty,  and  in  Scotland  there's  no  question  as 


(while  we  may  criticize  them  for  other  things) 
have  at  least  created  a  country  of  strong 
national  imity.  There,  "the  pride  is  back,  bom 
in  America..." 

Big  Awesome  Clubs  have  taken  a 
beating  lately,  for  in  the  interest  of  "equaHty" 
it  has  been  thought  that  any  form  of  exclusive 
organization  should  be  disbanded.  The  people 
who  have  fought  against  the  notion  of  Big 
Awesome  Clubs  (those  same  people  who  should 
be  blamed  for  our  fragmented  country). 


to  what  flag  claims  the  loyalty  of  the  people,    however,  clearly  misunderstand  the  concept. 
Each  person  bom  into  this  proud  country  is  in    Is  anyone  against  the  idea  of  looking  out  for 


family  members?  Or  rallying  behind  the 
school  team?  By  extension,  why  not  rally 
behind  our  ailing  nation.  They  did  it  in 
Scotland  when  Edward's  army  called,  "and 
sent  him  homeward  tae  think  again."    It  was 


essence  given  a  lifelong  membership  to  a  huge 

club  (or  Big  Awesome  Club,  a  clever  expression 

coined  by  The  Combat  Bouffe).  They    stick 

together,  sing  the  same  songs,  eat  haguss. 

They    feel     no     insecurity    about    their 

nationalism,  and  aren't  afraid  to  ocassionally    refreshing  to  be  in  such  a  coxintry. 

crack  a  few  harmless  jokes  about  the  English. 

For  a  Scot,  his  coiontry  is  like  the  extension  of 

his  family. 

In  Canada,  everyone's  either  a  French- 
Canadian  or  an  English-Canadian,  a  Chinese, 
Italian,  or  Latvian-Canadian,  and  not  just  a 

plain  Canuck.  Everyone  carries  a  qualifying  ^  ~>    ^;^-- —  .    "x 

adjective  before  Canadian  as  a  sort  of   hedge  ^ — ^  )     » 

nationality.  For  some  reason,  our  government 
is  proud  of  Canada's  many  divisions  and  does 

everything    it    can    to    further    what    it        ,  J~I1W''  ^'^  ^^ 

euphemizes  as  "The  Cultural  Mosaic,"  while 
espousing  liberal  immigration  policies  and  the 
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-  J  !r     fL  wotdd  like  to  respond  to  David  Price's 

jeditorial  (Nexus.  Volume  4,  Number  4) 
concerning  the  mass  murder  at  University  de 
Montreal.  From  the  views  expressed  in  his 
editorial,  it  is  clear  that  Mr.  Price  does  not 
fully  understand  what  happened  on  the 
evening  of  December  6, 1989. 

^•'  Mr.  Price  states  that  "the  incident  had 

no  depth  to  it.  It  was  simple,  short,  isolated, 
brutal,  and  tragic."  What  an  insult  to  women 
everywhere  and  indeed,  to  any  group  that  has 
ever  been  singled  out  and  persecuted. 

Mr.  Price,  the  depth  of  this  "incident" 
revolves  around  the  fact  that  women  were 
singled  out  and  that  only  women  were 
murdered.  Compare  the  University  de 
Montreal  massacre  to  some  other  events:  the 
Holocaust  where  Jews  were  singled  out  and 
only  Jews  were  murdered;  blacks  who  are 
singled  out  and  persecuted  in  South  Africa; 
and  the  crisis  in  Tiananmen  Square  where 
students  who  wanted  governmental  change 
were  singled  out  and  only  these  students  were 
murdered.  Of  course,  the  University  de 
Montreal  massacre  did  not  involve  as  many 
deaths  as  these  other  events,  but  that  does  not 
make  it  any  less  tragic  to  our  society. 

Many  individuals  in  our  society  have 
quite  a  callous  and  careless  attitude  towards 
women.  As  Geoff  Dowd  points  out  in  his 
article  entitled  "Remembering  Marc  Lepine" 
(Nexus.  Volume  4,  Number  4),  "girls  and 
women  [continue  to  be  seen]  as  objects  of 
wonder  and  lust,  [rated]  on  prettiness  of 
feature,  size  of  bosom,  contour  of  hips,  and  how 
far  they  will  go."  Unfortimately,  women  are 
seldom  accepted  as  equals  to  their  male 
counterparts.    It  is  the  tragedy  of  this  thought 

/that  leads  to  even  more  tragic  actions,  as  has 
been  witnessed  by  the  massacre. 

As  to  Mr.  Price's  statements  that "...  the 
public  outcry  and  the  resultant  ripples  in  the 


media,  politics  and  lobby  groups  was,  to  say 
the  least,  out  of  proportion  with  the  scale  of 
this  incident"  and  that  "the  media  ...  attached 
undue  significance  to  the  eVfent".  Wrong. 
Undue  significance  by  the  media  has  been 
created  in  such  stories  as  the  three  stranded 
whales  in  the  Arctic,  the  Vancouver  rat  who 
was  going  to  be  squish-art  and  Donald  Trump's 
alleged  extra-marital  activities.  On  the  other 
hand,  Canada's  largest  and  most  carefully 
planned  mass-killing  and  outright  slaughter  of 
women  certainly  deserved  as  much  attention 
and  comment  as  it  was  given. 

The  media  did  not  blow  the  University 
de  Montreal  massacre  out  of  proportion. 
However,  the  media  attention  should  have 
been  followed  with  careful  thought,  by  the 
individual  person,  as  to  what  the  massacre 
really  meant  and  why  such  an  atrocity 
happened  in  our  society.  I  agree  that  "knee 
jerk  reactions  create  narrow  minded  laws  ..." 
but  individuals  must  be  made  aware  and 
seriously  consider  and  question  things  that  are 
acceptable  in  our  society.  Through  careful 
thought  and  introspection  of  one's  own  ideas 
perhaps  some  good,  such  as  a  change  in 
societal  attitudes  towards  women,  could  come 
out  of  this  unfortunate  tragedy. 

A  final  note.  I  am  not  a  radical  feminist. 
I  do  not  ""hate"'  men  (quite  the  contrary). 
Unfortunately,  some  individuals  still  haven't 
realized  that  men  and  women  were  created 
equal.  Men  and  women  are  equal.  And  the 
persecution  of  either  group  should  prompt  the 
outrage  of  the  other  group.  I  sincerely  hope 
you  will  rethink  your  opinion  about  the 
University  de  Montreal  massacre,  Mr.  Price. 

Bonnie  Weppler 
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THE  HUNT  FOR  QUEBEC  FREEDOM 

Recently,  I  went  to  see  a  movie  called 
The  Hunt  fan  BiSA  October-     It  was  an 

interesting  yarn  about  a  Soviet  sub  whose 
captain  wished  to  defect  from  the  oppression  of 
the  USSR,  and  live  happily  off  the  coast  of 
Maine.  The  story,  although  interesting,  lacked 
punch.  The  obvious  reason  for  this,  I  decided, 
is  that  the  Cold  War  is  over:  Soviets  are  no 
longer  bad.  After  all,  the  Wall  is  down  in 
Berlin,  and  Gorbachev  is  doing  all  he  can  to 
change  the  USSR  into  a  democracy.  George 
Orwell,  your  haimting  prophecies  of  1984  were 
wrong! 

As  freedom  has  become  the  buzz  word  in 
the  Soviet  Union  and  other  Eastern  Bloc 
Countries,  images  of  Newspeak  and  Big 
Brother  appear  occasionally  hear  in  our  own 
Democracy  of  Canada,  specifically  in  Quebec. 
The  Pequistes  are  doing  all  they  can  to  keep 
Orwell's  dream  alive.  In  mid-February,  the 
Hull  PQ  Youth  (sound  familiar?),  sometimes 
referred  to  as  the  Jimior  Anti-English  League, 
organized  a  bounty  hunt  of  sorts.  The  prize 
was  a  whopping  $100,  which  attracted  more 
than  30  participants.  The  rules  of  the  "game" 
were  simple:  the  group  of  teenagers  which 
found  the  most  illegal  English  signs  won  all 
the  well-deserved  prize  money.  Apparently 
second  best  doesn't  count  when  it  comes  to 
protecting  the  French  language. 

Interestingly  enough,  the  acitivity  was 
called  "  For  the  love  of  our  language,  "  but 
nothing  was  mentioned  about  the  hate  of 
another.  Go  Figure.  Perhaps  the  omission  of 
the  word  "hate"  from  the  name  of  the  boimty 
hunt  had  something  to  do  with  the  date  of  the 
activity:  it  happened  on  February  14,  and  was 
a  "special  Valentine's  Day  event."  A  nice  card 
and  some  flowers  would  have  done  just  as  well. 
Really 

Something  that  really  is  more 
frightening  than  the  Hate  Week,  oops,  I  mean 
Valentine's  Day  Sign  Hunt,  and  much  closer  to 
Orwell's  predictions  is  the  Montreal  Catholic 


School  Commission's  recent  decision  to  pass  a 
policy  baiming^ll  langtiages  but  French  in  its 
schools.  The  policy,  a  wonderful  example  of  the 
dangers  of  Meech  Lake,  states  that  the  use  of 
English,  or  any  other  language  but  French,  by 
students  or  staff  members  during  classes,  in 
school  buildings,  in  cafeterias,  in  school  yards, 
or  during  extra-curricular  activities  will  not  be 
tolerated.  Repeated  infractions  of  the  policy 
can  result  in  suspension,  expulsion,  or,  in  the 
extremist  of  cases,  vapourization.  The  logical 
asstunption  is  that  this  action  is  anti-English, 
and  will  result  in  much  bigotry  and  tensions. 
But  put  yovir  fears  to  rest:  "Let  it  be  clear:  the 
exercise  of  any  for  of  discrimination  because  of 
language  spoken  will  not  be  tolerated,"  said 
the  chairman  of  the  school  board,  Michel 
Pallascio.  Phewf. 

As  people  in  Eastern  Bloc  countries  are 
finally  experiencing  the  beauties  of  freedom, 
indulging  in  such  rights  as  the  freedom  of 
speech,  freedom  of  expression,  here  in  Quebec 
we  are  taking  these  rights  away.  Maybe  it  is 
time  for  us  to  flee  from  this  idiocy,  much  like 
the  captain  of  the  Soviet  sub  in  Red  October. 
Maybe  we  should  run  away  up  the  401.  Or 
better  yet,  maybe  we  should  all  move  to  East 
Berlin. 

Hugh  McGuire 


Next,  Please 

At  last  Founder's  Day  assembly  (as  at 
every  one  since  the  early  1980's),  the  president 
of  our  local  chapter  announced  the  new 
inductees  into  the  Cum  Laude  Society,  an 
academic  honour  society  for  students  and 
faculty.  Surprisingly,  my  name  was  called,  and 
with  a  handshake,  certificate,  and  lapel  pin  I 
became  one  of  the  elect,  one  of  the  anointed. 
This  moment  brought  to  mind  Groucho  Marx's 
statement  that  he  didn't  care  to  belon<?  to  a 
club  that  would  have  people  like  himself  as 
members.  I  don't  mean  to  sound  ungrateful  at 
having  this  honour  thrust  upon  me;  rather,  the 
entire  business  of  recognizing  faculty  in  this 
manner  needs  scrutiny. 


Before  I  go  on,  let  me  say  that  we  shoxild 
continue  the  practice  of  rewarding  talented 
students  with  this  honour.  Apart  from  the 
crass  but  real  truth  that  it  will  look  good  on 
their  CVs,  these  students  have  earned  special 
status  through  their  high  marks  and  general 
scholarship.  Virtually  all  of  the  seniors  or 
graduates  honoured  have  unambiguously 
qualified  for  the  prize.  When  they  stand  on  the 
stage,  all  present  understand  why  they  are 
there. 

Not  so  with  faculty  inductees.  Those 
people  who  think  about  such  things  must  have 
wondered  why  I  suddenly  became  eligible  for 
the  Society.  What  remarkable  achievement 
had  I  wrought?  My  own  cynical  response 
would  be  that  as  the  august  Director  of 
Studies,  I  naturally  incurred  the  right  to 
receive  such  an  honour.  If  true,  how 
embarrassing!  I  remember  when  former 
headmaster  Robert  Manion-the  prime  mover 
in  the  installation  of  the  Society  here-named 
as  the  first  three  members  Mrs.  Marsh,  Mr. 
Weber,  and  Mr.  Porter.  Uncoincidentally,  these 
three  people  were  all  administrators.  A 
transparent  effort  was  made  at  offending  no 
one  and  safely  including  those  who,  by  the 
protocols  of  rank,  merited  this  treatment.  No 
mention  was  made  of  what,  specifically,  these 
people  had  done  lately  or  ever  to  gain  access  to 
this  elevated  plane. 

Therein  lies  the  problem  with  those  and 
subsequent  faculty  appointments.  By 
mysterious  process,  one  or  two  names  of 
teachers  or  administrators  come  to  the  minds 
of  the  selection  conmiittee,  and  the  die  is  cast; 
however,  no  effort  is  made  at  public 
identification  of  the  reasons  for  the  choices. 
Those  three  people  that  Mr.  Manion  nominated 
were  all  respected,  excellent  teachers,  but 
never  did  we  learn  why  they  were  pinned  and 
others  were  not.  Is  the  principle  of  manifest 
destiny  at  work? 

Think  of  the  lost  opportunities  for  timely 
public  recognition  of  faculty  achievement. 
Should  not  Dr.  Harker  (a  latter  day  recipient) 
have  been  a  charter  member  because  of  his 
having  finished  his  doctorate  while  teaching 
full  time?  More  to  the  point,  why  were  this 
and  his  other  noteworthy  projects  at  the  school 


not  mentioned.  When  Roger  Nincheri  was 
inducted,  why  not  have  mentioned  his  having 
published  and  collaborated  in  writing 
textbooks?  If  I  indeed  merit  inclusion,  why  not 
have  recognized  me  after  my  return  from 
sabbatical?  Why  the  almost  chronic  exclusion 
of  elementary  faculty?  Surely  they  have  done 
as  much  to  enrich  the  intellectual  life  of  the 
school  as  secondary  teachers?  To  my  mind,  the 
majority  of  our  school's  faculty  merit  this 
honour.  At  least  we  should  make  clear  on 
Founder's  Day  why  the  teacher  has  been 
elected. 

An  even  better  idea,  though,  is  to 
reserve  this  society  for  students.  Ultimately, 
we  will  be  conducting  an  exercise  in  exclusion 
when  annually  we  add  one  or  two  more  faculty 
to  the  swelling  rout  of  Society  members. 
Teachers  should  be  honoured  and  praised 
publically  at  appropriate  times,  but  don't  need 
another  certificate  suitable  for  firaming.  Some 
faculty  appointments  to  the  Cum  Laude 
Society  generate  the  suspicion  that  school 
politics  and  egos— and  not  necessarily  merit- 
are  deciding  factors;  other  selections  must 
leave  some  wondering  what  differentiates  that 
teacher/administrator  from  his  or  her 
colleagues.  I'm  not  questioning  the  good 
intentions  underlying  this  faaalty  honour,  but 
am  suggesting  that  the  inevitable  subjectivity 
of  the  selection  process  taints  the  value  of  the 
prize. 

Geoffrey  Dowd 


Freedom  of  the  Press 

It  seems  that  in  these  modem  days  of 
media,  we  find  the  press  taking  more  and  more 
liberties  with  the  news  that  they  "report".  I 
believe  that  their  job  is  to  tell  us,  the  pubhc, 
what  is  happening  in  the  world.  It  is  their  job 
to  keep  us  up  to  date  on  the  events  that  occur 
accurately  and  precisely  to  keep  us  informed 
about  the  world  around  us.  If  that  is  what 
their  job  is,  why  aren't  they  doing  it?  Because 
the  truth  does  not  always  sell. 

Their  job  is  not  to  make  issues  seem 


more  exiting,  and  sometimes  more  gruesome, 
but  that  is  what  the  media  is  doing  these  days, 
to  sell  themselves.  The  question  that  must  be 
asked  is  whether  they  have  the  right  to  make 
the  news  more  interesting  than  factual  for 
their  own  capital  gain.  Becavise  it  is  true,  that 
most  people  would  rather  read  about  some 
scandalous,  however  unimportant,  affair 
between  two  celebrities  than  about  some 
boring  bus  strike  that  only  affects  the  whole 
city.  So,  naturally,  that  is  what  a  good 
business  minded  editor  wants  to  put  in  his 
paper.  Does  it  matter  to  him  that  many  of  the 
things  in  the  report  are  just  quotations  twisted 
around  and  blown  way  out  of  proportion  just 
to  satisfy  the  thirst  for  involvement  in  the 
celebrity's  life  of  his  poor  sappy  readers?  No. 
Should  it?  Yes. 

For  instance,  in  the  situation  of  ex- 
heavy  weight  champion  Mike  Tyson's 
problemed  marriage  with  Robin  Givins.  The 
press  got  so  involved  in  this  issue(if  one  could 
call  it  an  issue)  that  they  were  probably  the 
one  who  caused  the  final  divorce.  For  six 
weeks,  Mike  Tyson's  face  was  neatly  placed  in 
the  paper  with  a  new  update  on  what  he  had 
for  dinner  on  the  third  night  before  the  trial,  or 
if  he  was  sure  he  hadn't  beaten  his  wife  (are 
you  sure  Mr.  Tyson?).  What  made  it  worse, 
was  that  they  had  the  gall  to  call  this 
sportsKIt  was  on  the  Sports  Page)  The  Press 
had  no  right  to  interfere  with  the  Tyson's  life. 
They  sold  a  lot  of  news  with  that  issue,  and  did 
not  care  that  the  cost  was  a  man's  marriage. 
However  rocky,  a  marriage  is  a  price  too  high 
to  pay  for  a  good  scoop. 

I  don't  like  to  read  the  paper  in  the 
morning  any  more,  for  it  niins  my  breakfast. 
Not  only  do  the  reporter's  use  their  exite-o- 
pumps,  and  fill  their  stories  with  interesting 
bits  of  half-truths,  but  also  the  photographers. 
On  the  paper,  one  can  usually  find  gruesome, 
action  photos  of  exiting  murders.  They  include 
exiting  Blood,  Bodybags  with  zippers,  messy 
Corpses,  and  much  much  more!  Frankly,  the 
public  does  not  deserve  this  heinous  kind  of 
treatment  in  the  morning.  Blood  doesn't  go 
well  with  Cheerios. 

Now,  after  reading  this  essay,  I  hope 
that  you  will  agree  with  my  complaint,  that  if 


the  media  does  not  change  its  ways,  we  will 
have  to  continue  to  pick  our  way  carefully 
through  the  thorn  bush  that  news  has  become, 
and,  we  will  have  to  continue  teaching  our  kids 
to  not  always  beUeve  what  he  reads.  And  that, 
is  sad . 

Patrick  McEntyre 


T^EM  THEY.SA^ 


Gimme  Back  My  Bullets 

"Gimme  back  my  bullets 
Put  'em  back  where  they  belong 
Ronnie  Van  Zant" 

"Gimme  Back  My  Bullets"  from  the 
album  Gimme  Back  My  Bullets  by  Lynyrd 
Skynyrd 

Every  weekend  (subject  to  the  mood 
swings  of  my  ailing  Cooey)  I  practise  target 
shooting  with  a  .22.  Skeet  shooters,  hunters 
and  many  other  people  also  use  firearms  on  a 
regular  basis.  Will  we  be  able  to  do  this 
forever?  As  it  now  stands  the  acquisition  of 
guns  is  a  legislated  process.  Depending  on 
what  guns  one  wants  to  buy  one  must  be 
without  a  criminal  record  or  be  able  to  pass 
other,  more  rigorous  tests.  Canadian  gun  laws 
are  reasonable  and  effective.  The  majority  of 
Canadian  gun  users  are  normal  people.  In 
spite  of  this  evidence,  new  proposals,  many 
stemming  from  the  Marc  Lepine  massacre,  are 
being  put  forward.  They  range  from  an  all  out 
ban  of  every  type  of  gun  to  the  banning  of 
semi-automatic  assault  rifles  to  compulsory 
gun  insurance  to  compensate  potential  victims. 
All  these  proposals  have  solid  backing  in 
statistics.  Guns  do  kill  people.  Having  no  guns 
available  would  reduce  the  murder  rate.  The 
crux  of  the  anti-gun  debate  lies  elsewhere.  The 
issue  is  whether  Canadians  want  to  live  in  a 
padded  cell  and  be  safe  or  whether  they  want 
to  take  the  risks  of  free  choice  and  live  a  little 
more  dangerously. 

A  wise  man  I  know  coined  the  term  "The 
Safety  Generation"  to  describe  the  current 
paranoia  about  the  dangers  of  the  world.  About 
fifty  tons  of  law  books  and  by-laws  is  the 
difference  between  the  Safety  Generation  and 
the  old  ideal  of  laissez-faire.  Nowadays  people 
want  to  be  safe.  Compulsory  pension  plans. 
Compulsory  auto  insurance.  No  guns.  Watch 
out  for  your  blood  alcohol  level.  Users  are 
losers.  Buckle  up.  Butt  out.  The  message  is:  be 
safe  or  Big  Brother  will  make  you  safe.  It  is 
almost  hard  to  point  out  where  government 
hasn't  intervened.  Tough  legislation  exists  (e.g. 
cigarette  advertising,  seat  belts)  where  the 


government  wouldn't  have  dreamed  of  even 
fining  people  twenty  or  thirty  years  ago. 
Furthermore  expensive  media  campaigns  have 
been  implemented  to  convince  us  to  do  (or  not 
do)  certain  things  (e.g.  stop  smoking).  The 
question  that  faces  us  today  is  do  we  want  to 
be  ruled  by  statistics  or  do  we  believe  that 
people  should  be  free  and  remain  free  to  make 
certain  choices?  The  phrase  "ruled  by 
statistics"  isn't  an  unrealistic  one.  The  U.S. 
drinking  age  (21)  exists  not  because  of  a  moral 
decision  that  drinking  under  21  is  wrong  but 
because  statistics  prove  that  the  18  to  21  age 
category  is  one  that  tends  to  drink  and  drive. 
Government  has  no  right  to  eliminate  choices 
because  of  statistics.  Reasonable  restrictions, 
such  as  proving  one  is  not  a  criminal  before 
being  able  to  own  a  gun,  are  acceptable  but 
ruling  out  entire  options  smacks  of  a  parent's 
wagging  finger.  Freedom  should  not  be 
strangled  by  statistics  and  whiners  who  want 
us  all  safely  put  away  in  a  strait  jacket  of 
restrictive  laws.  If  Canadians  are  to  remain 
truly  free  we  must  assert  our  right  to  make 
choices  for  ourselves  and  be  ready  to  accept  the 
consequences.  If  we  do  not  the  government 
will  continue  to  make  laws  that  will  slowly 
restrict  individual  freedom. 

We  must  veer  away  from  the  enticing 
cosiness  of  the  paternalistic  state.  As  the 
revolutions  in  Eastern  Europe  show,  man  was 
not  made  to  be  a  lackey  of  the  state.  In  the 
West  we  must  learn  that  he  wasn't  made  to  be 
the  state's  ward  either.  Man  exists 
independently.  The  state  exists  for  him.  It 
should  not  be  advising  him  on  what  he  should 
be  doing;  rather  the  reverse.  We  don't  need  all 
the  petty  restrictions  that  bureaucrats  and 
lobbyists  want  to  impose  on  us.  Let  us  break 
free  and  put  the  choice  and  responsibility  (as 
well  as  the  bullets)  back  in  the  hands  of  the 
individual.  To  be  free  we  must  risk 
unhappiness  and  pain.  The  moment  has  come 
to  decide  if  it  is  worth  it. 

David  Price 


Enough  is  Enough! 

Canadians  have  been  constantly 
bombarded  with  rhetoric  about  Meech  Lake  for 
months.  It  is  impossible  to  turn  on  the 
television  or  the  radio,  or  to  pick  up  a  news 
paper  without  being  subject  to  the  Meech  Lake 
debate.  This  is  the  only  issue  that  Canadian 
politicians  have  focused  on  in  the  past  months. 
The  Liberal  leadership  race  has  pretty  much 
focused  on  the  same  issue.  This  forgetting  of 
important  issues  during  a  campaign  evokes 
images  of  the  1988  U.S.  presidential  race 
where  George  Bush  and  Mike  Dukakis  spent 
three  months  wrapping  themselves  in  the  flag 
but  forgot  to  consider  the  issues  that  were 
important. 

There  are  other  issues  that  the 
politicians  in  Ottawa  should  be  dealing  with. 
They  weren't  elected  solely  to  argue  the  pros 
and  cons  of  the  Meech  Lake  Accord.  What 
about  Canada's  economy?  Interest  rates  are 
increasing  rapidly.  Thousands  of  people  in  the 
fisheries  industry  are  losing  their  jobs.  We 
have  a  very  unpopular  goods  and  services  tax 
which  the  government  is  trying  to  ram  through 
the  House  of  Commons.  WE  have  a  huge 
budget  deficit  that  isn't  going  to  suddenly 
disappear  while  the  politicians  argue  about 
Meech  Lake.  To  put  it  quite  bluntly  our 
economy  is  in  big  trouble. 

What  about  Canada's  enormous 
immigration  problem?  We  have  100  000  people 
from  all  around  the  world  waiting  to  enter  this 
country  but  the  system  we  have  set  up  to  deal 
with  it  has  created  a  log-jam.  85  000  people 
are  still  waiting  to  get  in.  On  top  of  that  the 
immigration  system  was  recently  ruled 
unconstitutional  and  there  have  been  no 
proposals  from  anybody  to  deal  with  this  mess. 
As  you  are  reading  this,  corporations  are 
dumping  more  chemicals  into  our  drinking 
water,  cutting  down  our  forests  so  that  Alio 
Police  can  be  produced  yet  Canadian 
politicians  continue  to  do  nothing  about  these 
problems.  All  the  Environment  Department 
proposes  is  more  study.  More  study  is  not 
going  to  prevent  this  mass  suicide,  we  are 
slowly  killing  ourselves,  and  Lucien  Bouchard 
wants  to  study  the  problem.    There  are  three 


holes  over  the  ozone  layer  as  well.  This  world 
has  more  environmented  problems  than  things 
Ronald  Reagan  can't  remember.  But  the 
politicians  only  want  to  debate  Meech  Lake. 

The  country  in  which  we  live  is  a  mess. 
It  would  Ije  nice  if  the  people  who  were  elected 
to  serve  the  needs  of  their  constituents  would 
pay  attention  to  the  other  equally  important 
issues  that  have  to  be  dealt  with.  It  is  as  if 
they  have  become  constitutional  experts 
overnight  for  all  they  are  doing  right  now  is 
adding  their  two  cents  to  the  already  over 
debated  Meech  Lake  debate.  The  Meech  Lake 
Accord  is  dead  but  Canadian  politicians  don't 
seem  to  care.  It  is  about  time  that  they  started 
earning  some  of  that  $156  000  of  taxpayers 
money  that  they  are  allocated  to  run  their 
offices  that  are  supposed  to  deal  with  the  needs 
of  their  constituents  or  the  other  free  perks 
that  come  with  being  an  MP. 

Andrew  Taylor 


B.S.  from  J.S. 

Bienvenue  a  mon  article! 
J'ai  decide  que  Nexus  n'avait  pas  assez 
d'article  ecritent  en  franpais  (la  langue 
officielle  du  Quebec),  alors  je  vais  donner  cette 
revue  de  la  vraie  culture,  en  ecrivant  la  reste 
de  mes  articles  dans  cette  langue  magnifique. 
Then  again,  maybe  not.  Rooof...roof!  BWAH- 
HA-HA!  I'm  baaaaack!  Hello  again!  'Tis  me, 
the  nimble  writer  ,  back  from  my  temporary 
hiatus.  Not  that  the  hiatus  was  planned,  mind 
you.  I  simply  submitted  an  overly  verbose 
article  which  the  editors  politely  returned, 
informing  me  that  it  was  about  half  a  page  too 
long.  Needless  to  day,  it  was  pure  heck  in 
trying  to  axe  about  a  fourth  of  one  of  my 
narrative  children,  and  in  the  ensuing  chaos,  I 
was  unable  to  meet  the  deadline.  There  you 
have  it.  Romantic,  no;  gritty,  yes.  Anyhow,  if 
my  memory  serves  me  well  (tee-hee)  I  believe 
that  my  required  topic  for  the  unpublished 
article  was  "Why  Heavy  Metal  is  the  Best 
Music  in  the  Worid."  AND  BOY  WAS  IT  EVER 
GOOD!  YOU  GUYS  IN  READERLAND  SURE 


MISSED  OUT  ON  A  MASTERPIECE!    Well,  partners  on  the  first  day,  and  I  recaU  having 

for  this  issue,  I  came  up  with  an  actual  event  silly  little  wars  with  him  on  the  T-bar  at  Mt. 

to  talk  about  that  isn't  overly  silly.  Yes,  I  know.  Avila  as  we  attempted  to  brave  the  beginner 

You  folks  are  simply  going  to  have  to  realize  slopes  together.    Since  then  we've  been  good 

that  I  can  be  mature,  really  I  can  (bootleg  friends,  and  have  skiied  with  one  another  on  a 

copies  of   the  metal  article  can  be  obtained  regular  basis. 

from  me  at  $3  a  pop).  And  now,  we  enter  a  new  And  so,  as  my  brain  clicked  off  in  the 

era  in  my  writing  of  this  article.  And  now...  for  eight  grade  at  John  Rennie  High  School,  Dave 

something  completely  different.  and  Carl  continued  on  with  their  eyewitness 

*****  accounts  of  Steve  being  wheeled  out  of  his 

I  was  sitting  in  the  eighth  grade  Enghsh  house  on  a  reddened  stretcher.    Apparently  a 

class  at  John  Rennie  high  School  with  my  feet  disgruntled  ex-Lachine  High-er  that  had 

up  on  the  desk,  chomping  away  furiously  at  a  moved  to  Toronto  with  his  family  a  year  ago 

wad  of  cherry-flavored  gum.     I  was  preparing  broke  into  Steve's  house  at  about  5:00  am  on 

for  my  National  Lifeguard  written  exam,  which  Tuesday,  March  13the  with  a  Swiss  Army  knife 

was  scheduled  to  begin  in  thirteen  minutes,  taped  to  his  hand.    He  ran  up  to  my  ski 

Boy,  them  nerves.    My  two  friends,  Anthony  partner's  room  and  stabbed  him  72  times. 

and  Frank,  sat  on  desks  opposite  me,  quizzing  Thankfully,  a  phone  call  to  9-1-1  resulted  in  a 

one  another  on  vital  signs  and  A.R.  during  the  quick  arrival  by  police,  who  managed  to  detain 

final  few  minutes  before  the  big  test.    Some  the  attacker,  but  only  after  he  had  stabbed  an 

girls  chattered  away  behind  me,  oblivious  to  officer  a  few  times.   Oddly  enough,  I  had  been 

the  time.  Out  of  the  comer  of  my  eye  I  spotted  on  pretty  good  terms  with  the  attacker  back  in 

Dave  and  Carl  walk  into  the  room,  playfully  fifth  grade,  before  I  moved.    I  had  even  had 

hitting  and  swearing  at  one  another.  My  mind  even  gone  sledding  with  him  a  few  times.   He 

remained  focused  on  the  notes  before  me:  had  seemed  like  a  nice  guy.   Anyhow,  he  tried 

diagrams  of  filtration  systems  and  cholrine  to  murder  Steve  cause  he  cited  him  as  being 

levels,    acronyms    that    spelled     "Public  one  of  the  many  who  had  teased  him  at  school. 

Relations".    "Yeah...  and  I  was  interviewed  by  When  he  came  to  Montreal  on  vacation  with 

The  Gazette".""    I  looked  up  to  see  Dave  his  dad  this  past  March  break,  he  broke  out  of 

gesturing  with  his  hands  as  the  others  looked  his  motel  room  in  the  early  morning,  ran  to 

on  intently.     "I  mean,  he  was  cut  up  reeaaaal  Steve's  house,  and  tried  to  kill  him. 
bad;    he  was  friggin"  bloody.""    ""He  was  ****in  So  I  wrote  my  Nationals  exam  in  a  mild 

bloody, "    Carl  corrected.    Screw  my  notes,  state  of  shock,  mechanically  answering  each 

"Who?"  Dave  continued  on,  not  wishing  to  have  question.    After  I  had  solemnly  handed  it  in, 

his  story  interrupted.   Jesus,  you  shoulda  seen  my  brain  clicked  back  on  with  a  flurry  of 

the  ambulances  there."    I  was  getting  real  thoughts.'   Would  my  16-year-old  friend  be 

peeved  real  fat.    "WHO?"  I  demanded  to  know,  okay?    What  would  happen  to  his  would-be 

Anthony,  lookin"  rather  alarmed,  turned  to  me  murderer?    Well,  after  a  few  days  in  critical 

and  said,  "Steve...  hey,  you  know  him,  don't  condition,  and  another  week  and  a  half  resting 

you?  Steve  Hall."  in  the  hospital,  Steve's  back  at  Lachine  right 

I  guess  I  should  explain  that  I  first  met  now,  going  from  class  to  class  much  like  you 

Steve  Hall  three  years  ago  on  my  Rod  Roy  ski  and  I,  except  that  he  has  an  undeterminable 

bus.    Not  knowing  anyone  but  my  headbanger  amoimt  of  staples  in  him.    And  his  assailant? 

fiiend  who  incessantly  cranked  Slayer  into  his  In    court,    pleading    guilty    to    a    charge 

ears  at  high  volvunes,  I  was  pleased  to  meet  a  (attempted  murder)  that'll  get  three  months  in 

cool  guy  I  could  talk  with  about  anything  in  a  youth  home  if  he's  convicted.   Kind've  makes 

particular,  including  life  at  that  wickedest  of  you  pause  a  Uttle,  eh?    I'll  be  damned  if  I  can 

all  school,  Lachine  High.     Steve  was  a  imagine  surviving  72  stab  wounds.     Or 

softspoken,  all-around  nice  person  who  could  someone  in  our  grade  trying  to  kill  a  fellow 

also  play  one  mean  bass.    We  became  ski  classmate.    Or  a  legal  system  that  enables 


someone  our  age  to  do  something  as  twisted  as 
that  and  get  away  with  a  slap  on  the  wrist. 
Things  take  on  a  different  perspective  when 
they  hit  close  to  home.  I  wouldn't  have  cared  if 
this  entire  scenario  had  occurred  somewhere 
like  Westmount  High  last  year,  involving 

someone  I  didn't  know.  Now  it's  different. 

***** 

I  just  wanted  to  say  I  never  planned  on 
writing  a  serious  article  for  Nexus.  I  wanted  to 
stand  out  and  be  funny,  not  depress  people  and 
make  em  actually  think.  I  was  "encouraged", 
however,  to  write  something  substantial  as 
oppose  to  light  fluff  for  a  change.  Well  here  it 
is.  No  trivia  or  anything  this  time,  just 
something... different.  Next  issue  I  will  be  back 
to  my  irrepressible  self.  There  will  be  many 
witticisms,  sound  effects,  and  jokes  galore.  You 
will  be  entertained.  Qiao. 

J.  S.  Trzcienski 


around  again,  she  became  the  joke  of  the 
Senior  School.  Not  only  because  of  her  obvious 
desperation  for  a  Cotillion  date,  but  also  due  to 
her  general  good  looks'  ( thanks  to  her  braces). 
The  point  is  that  a  really  nice  girl,  who,  believe 
it  or  not  used  to  look  good,  is  not  only  ashamed 
to  smile,  but  looks  so  different  when  she  isn't, 
that  a  'C'-Boy  friend  of  mine  ( I  have  sinned  ) 
who  had  only  seen  a  before'  picture  of  her, 
could  not  recognize  her. 

I  once  had  braces,  but  that  was  long 
before  breasts  fed  men  as  well  as  infants  and 
beer  was  consumed  without  the  root. 
Unfortunately,  too  many  dentists  fail  to 
diagnose  the  problem  until  it's  too  late  (  THE 
TEEN  YEARS  ).  Do  they  do  this  on  purpose? 
Are  they  truly  so  myopic?  Or  do  they  enjoy 
recking  the  lives  of  former  beaus  and  belles?  A 
plea  to  all  those  in  the  dentistry  profession  :  IF 
YOU'RE  GOING  TO  MAKE  US  UGLY,  WILL 
YOU  DO  IT  BEFORE  OUR  HORMONES 
START  RAGING?  Braces  hurt. 


NEAL  SAYS 


"  No!  "  he  shouts  in  defiance  of  the  man's 
suggestion.  The  child  has  been  doomed  to  the 
worst  of  fates:  BRACES! 

The  obvious  choice  here  lies  between  ' 
techno-pop  '  straight  teeth  or  friends  (  esp.  of 
the  female  variety.  However,  due  to  male  and 
female  anatomy  and  common  teen  sexual 
behavior,  braces  deny  girls  a  social  life  moreso 
than  they  do  boys.  Though,  complaints  range 
from, "  I  don't  want  to  mutilate  my  bo5^riend's 
lips  ",  to  ,"  He  has  braces  and  we  might  get 
fused  ( together  ),  braces  get  a  bad  rap  because 
of  a  fear  of  loss  in  popularity. 

An  example  of  this  is  my  ex-girlfriend. 
When  she  was  first  told  that  getting  braces  for 
a  year  might  be  a  good  idea,  she  refused.  When 
she  got  home  from  the  dentist's,  she  asked  me 
if  I'd  ever  look  at  her  again  if  she  got  braces. 
Not  knowing  she'd  look  the  way  she  has  since 
last  April,  I  said  I  would.  Sinse  then,  we've 
broken  up,  and  when  Cotillion  time  came 


,  CREATIVE 
COMPOSITION 


A  Trip  to  the  Pink  Tank, 

Sleep  Deprivation  Techniques, 

and  a  Shove  to  the  Right 


Toronto- World  Affairs  Conference: 

Imagine  my  surprise  when  I  wandered  into 
Toronto's  Ryerson  auditorium  expecting  to 
register  -for  7th  annual  World  Affairs 
Conference  only  to  be  accosted  by  some  wired 
Hare  Krishna  lunatic  spasticly  waving  T-shirts 
in  m,y  face.  Needless  to  say  my  first  instinct 
was  to  put  this  obviously  sick  and  brainwashed 
youth  out  of  his  misery-I  went  for  my  gun. 
Halfway  inside  my  jacket  my  hand  stopped: 
the  place  was  crawling  with  pigs,  besides  I'd 
leant  my  Colt  to  Bemie  Goetz  for  the  weekend. 
I  asked  this  pony-tailed  abortion  in  front  of  me 


to  show  me  the  shirt.  It  was  a  completely  transpired  in  the  last  three  years  that  unless 
twisted  creation.  It  was  too  grizzly  to  describe  you  were  off-planet,  in  a  drug  induced  stupor 
in  full  detail,  suffice  it  to  say  that  it  or  dead  you  already  knew  about  and  probably 
ingeniously  incorporated  peace  symbol,  the  no  longer  cared.  The  second  half,  the  multi- 
Amnesty  International  candles,  and  Venus'  media  part,  really  took  the  cake.  It  consisted 
cross  with  a  fist  growing  out  of  it  (widely  of  brief  segments  of  evening  news  describing 
recognized  as  the  battle  standard  for  violent,  the  events  that  bed  already  mentioned 
hairy  legged,  war-axe  feminists)  and  a  dozen  separated  by  unendurably  long  clips  of 
other  Satanic  designs.  "How  much?"  I  asked,  television  fuzz.  All  this  went  on  for  too  long 
"Fourteen  bucks  man,  half  the  cash  goes  to-"  I  When  it  was  over,  Duncan  said  he  hoped  he 
didn't  want  to  know  so  I  finished  his  sentence  had  awakened  us  to  the  problems  facing  the 
with  a  well-placed  rabbit  punch  to  the  solar  modern  world.  The  only  thing  he  showed  me 
plexus  and  disappeared  into  the  crowd.  I  were  the  problems  he  faced  when  it  came  to 
reached  into  my  bag  and  pulled  out  my  last  the  operation  of  a  VCR.  I  shouted  out  a 
bottle  of  Wild  Turkey.  I  drained  the  dregs  and  barrage  of  insults  that  I  had  to  rip  from  the 
hefted  the  dead  soldier  into  the  crowd.  The  very  depths  of  my  vast  vocabulary  of 
sound  of  the  bottle  smashing  was  instantly  obscenities.  I  was  rather  disappointed  that 
followed  with  a  loud  inhuman  roar.  The  crowd  nobody  heard  them  over  the  din  of  stomping 
in  front  of  me  parted  as  what  I  can  only  feet  and  adolescent  cheering, 
describe  as  a  tyrannosaurus  in  a  peasant-dress  By  this  time  I  was  so  wired  on  Vivarin 
waddled  through  the  crowd  with  shard  of  that  my  whole  body  was  twitching.  Something 
broken  glass  in  its  hair.  It  wanted  me.  I  took  had  to  be  done  about  this  highly  undesirable 
one  look  and  knew  I  didn't  have  a  chance  condition.  It  was  question  and  answer  period 
without  some  big-bore  heavy  artillery  (which  I  and  people  had  lined  up  in  front  of  a 
had  unfortunately  left  at  the  hotel.)  I  offered  microphone  and  wee  asking  the  speaker 
up  my  hands  in  a  gesture  of  surrender.  That  questions  that  could  be  answered  by  a  stupid 
was  when  I  noticed  that  I  still  had  the  T-shirt  two-year  old  or  a  reasonably  intelligent 
in  my  hand,  i  took  my  shot  £ind  threw  the  shirt  dolphin,  (needless  to  say,  Duncan  was 
at  the  hideous  beast.  I  dove  into  the  crowd  hedging)  I  barged  to  the  front  of  the  line 
shouting  that  I'd  just  seen  Ed  Broadbent  holding  up  my  NRA  membership  I.D.  shouting 
necking  with  William  F.  Buckley  by  the  "I'm  a  doctor,  let  me  pass. "  I  grabbed  the  mike 
information  booth.  That  turned  them.  from  a  Japanese  girl  in  a  tie-dyed  shawl  with  a 
I  couldn't  find  a  bar  anywhere  so  I  peace  sign  on  the  back.  I  asked  if  anyone  in 
grabbed  a  complimentary  coffee  and  sat  down  the  crowd  happened  to  have  any  gorilla 
in  the  auditorium  and  waited  for  the  speakers  tranquilizers  on  them  and  could  I  have  them 
to  give  their  presentations.  I  needed  to  put  the  for  I  had  an  extreme  nervous  condition  that  I 
show  into  some  kind  of  perspective  so  I  rifled  had  developed  in  South  America  while  fighting 
my  bag  for  any  kind  of  narcotic.  All  I  found  off  lumberjacks  with  my  bare  hands  to  save  the 
was  forty  or  so  empty.357  mag  shell  casings,  a  rain  forests.  They  all  clapped  and  shouted 
green  pill  that  I  seem  to  remember  turned  "bravo "  until  the  Japanese  girl  who  was 
everything  you  looked  at  into  a  different  sort  of  obviously  angry  at  having  her  undoubtedly 
fish,  and  a  family  size  bottle  of  Vivarin.  What  inane  question  delayed  a  few  seconds,  grabbed 
the  hell  I  figured  it  was  going  to  be  a  long  the  mike  from  my  trembUng  hand  and  started 
night  so  I  emptied  the  Vivarin  with  the  coffee,  chanting  "just  say  no. "  The  crowd  joined  in  so 
The  caffeine  started  to  hit  my  system  just  I  put  on  my  sunglasses  and  twitched  back  to 
about  the  same  time  that  Barry  Duncan  my  seat.,  I  had  developed  a  nervous  and 
started  his  "multi-media"  presentation.    Mr.  involtmtary  giggle. 

Duncan's  performance  consisted  of  two  parts.  The  keynote  speaker  was  Ramsay  Clark, 

In  the  first  part  of  his  presentation  he  briefly  a  human  rights  lawyer  who  had  served  as  an 

described    all    major    events    that    have  assistant  attorney  general  in  the  Kennedy 


administration.  I  took  one  look  at  "Ramsay 
Clark"  and  instantly  recognized  him  as 
Eduardo  "the  razor"  Gomez.  Noriega's  favorite 
hitman.  Yes  this  was  without  a  doubt  the  man 
who  had  held  a  machete  to  George  Bush's 
throat  at  Manuel's  last  "baking  soda'party  and 
caused  £dl  that  trouble  south  of  the  border. 

Gomez  was  doing  a  very  good  job,  he  had 
got  his  American  accent  down  perfectly,  and 
came  off  as  if  he  was  really  concerned  about 
the  fact  that  torture,  repression  and  injustice 
still  ran  rampant  in  our  world.  His  only 
problem  was  that  he  only  spoke  a  word  every 
ten  seconds  or  so  because  of  his  vicious  and 
well-known  Valium  addiction.  As  he  was  going 
on  about  the  terrible  plight  of  humanity  I  was 
desperately  trying  to  suppress  the  giggles  that 
were  wreaking  havoc  with  my  nervous  system 
with  very  little  success.  A  long-haired  freak 
sitting  next  to  me  leaned  over  and  peered  at 
me  from  behind  a  pair  of  bloodshot  unblinking 
eyes  and  asked  what  was  so  funny  anyway. 
"People  are  repressed  and  you're  just  sitting 
here  laughing  man."  I  figured  him  for  a  well 
meaning  dope-head  and  explained  that  I 
wasn't  really  finding  any  of  this  fiinny  but  I'd 
taken  some  bad  pills  and  was  going  through 
some  side-effects,  thinking  he'd  understand. 
He  just  looked  at  me  with  utter  disgust  and 
said  "Users  are  losers  man."  That  was  it,  I  was 
getting  out  of  there,  I  was  getting  as  far  from 
these  goddamned  chem-free  hippies  as  I  could, 
my  only  dilemma  was  whether  I  should  garrot 
the  guy  sitting  next  to  me  or  just  break  his 
neck.  I  sat  and  thought  about  it  and  decided 
on  a  third  course  of  action:  I  was  going  t  spare 
his  life.  I  left  the  auditorium  with  the  smug 
satisfactions  of  knowing  that  I'd  just  saved  the 
little  whiner's  neck.  I  took  a  taxi  to  the  airport 
and  took  the  late  flight  out.  Afler  an  hour  of 
flying  my  giggling  and  twitching  had  subsided 
but  there  was  still  no  way  that  I  was  going  to 
get  any  sleep  for  the  next  48  hours.  I  looked  in 
my  bag  to  see  if  I  could  find  anything  to  amuse 
myself  with.  I  came  across  the  little  green 
hallucinogen  and  swallowed  it  with  the  Coors  I 
had  been  nursing.  I  waited  ten  minutes  and 
nothing  happened,  I  must  remember  never  to 
visit  that  pharmacist  again.  The  waiter  came 
by  and  asked  me  what  I  would  like  for  my  in 


flight  meal,  I  ordered  the  steak  and  a  martini 
and  I  didn't  give  a  damn  whether  he  shook  it 
or  stirred  it.  In  a  few  minutes  he  came  back 
with  my  dinner.  It  was  bad  enough  that  I'd 
been  shafted  by  my  chemist  and  I  was 
pondering  nasty  ways  in  which  to  dispatch  him 
when  the  waiter  put  a  plate  of  halibut  in  front 
of  me.  "Dammit  I  asked  for  a  steak!"  I 
screamed,  "and  get  your  bloody  fin  out  of  my 
martini."  Man  I  hate  fish. 

David  James 


Multicultural  Agenda 

A  calendar  of  a  country,  by  definition, 
shows  the  days  of  the  week  and  their  dates.  It 
also  registers  the  official  days  of  holiday  of  a 
country. 

These  days,  there  is  much  talk 
everjrwhere,  especially  in  the  political  scene, 
about  the  reality  of  multiculturalism  of  a 
country  like  Canada.  (Even  in  the  United 
States,  the  controversies  have  commenced.) 
Some  statistics  in  Canada  show  the  number  of 
members  in  the  ethnic  community  at  about  9 
million  in  this  country,  one  of  25  million 
people. 

For  our  society,  and  a  school  is  part  of 
thias  society,  taking  everything  into  account, 
which  seems  more  logical,  to  abide  by  the  same 
tradition,  and  mark  only  the  official  holidays, 
or,  to  add  the  important  days  of  the  other 
minorities?  If  some  accept  the  second 
proposition,  and  some  have,  in  the  logic  of 
respect  to  all,  if  we  decide  to  mention  in  any 
calendar  the  important  days  for  all  other 
minorities  also,  regardless  of  the  number  of 
people  in  the  community.  For  example,  the 
religious  and  nationally  important  days  to  the 
Chinese,  Indian,  Arab,  Filipino,  Vietnamise, 
Greek,  and  Korean  to  name  but  a  few.  This  is 
common  sense  due  to  no  other  laws  than  those 
of  logic  and  respect. 

Ali  Dibadj 


PUZZLES 
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1 )  If  the  adjacent  net  is 
folded  to  form  a  cube, 
what  letter  is  opposite 
the  face  marked  T? 


Draw  a  different  net  of  a  cube  using  the  letters 
above  to  label  the  faces  so  that  the  same  letters 
are  opposite  one  another. 


2)  Place  the  digits  1  through  9 
in  the  small  triangles  so  that 
the  sums  of  the  integers  in 
ATIE,  ARAG,  ASNL  are 
the  same. 


3)    In  the  adjacent  triangle, 
find  the  area  of  the  inscribed 
square  in  terms  of  a  and  b 


4)  Find  the  radius  of  the 
circle  inscribed  in  the  right 
triangle  at  right.    Give  your 
answer  in  terms  of  a,  b,  and  c 


5)  Design  2  (cubic)  dice  so  that  the  chnces  of 
rolling  any  sum  from  1  to  1 2  are  the  same. 
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